THE IN-COMING TIDE
SOMEWHERE are dim green silences, and peace, And cloud-fleets slowly marshalled o'er the blue, And trails of liquid bird-notes, clear and true, With whir of glancing wings that find release.
Where dawn-flushed roses scattered fragrance shed On swaying hare-bells' sheltered woodland dream, And hush of twilight shrouds the darkening stream
As Night draws near, with silver-sandalled tread.
Oh! ship of dreams, borne in on hastening tide, Whose restless waves are sunless now, and cold, My heart is dumb, and suddenly grown old
With lonely longing for the men who died.